poleonls wish to have the decoration pinned to his breast
when he lay on his bier.)

u After the performance we sat at a sidewalk table of the
Cafe Regence on the Avenue de la Victoirc; we talked
for a long time in the mild night. Both M* and Sholem
Asch told when, why, and how they had received the
Legion of Honor.

UM. told Mr, Aseh his story, which I already knew
about. 11 is play, VV.v S'UMH* was produced at the Odeon
Theater in Paris; managed by Firmin < Jemier, the great
actor and theatrical authority, who had championed in-
ternational friendship among anises. The day after the
opening M, had meant to leave Paris for home, but his
French writer friends, Tristan Bernard and Robert de
Flens, whispered smilingly to him that he luui better stay
a couple of days moa\ because a pleasant surprise from
the government was awaiting him. Naturally, M. sus-
pected what this meant. And sure enough, tin* telephone
rang two days later in M's room at the little old Hotel
Foyot next to the theater, (iewiers secretary asked him to
come over to the Odeon Theater because a 'present* for
him had come from the French Foreign Office, and Ge-
inier wanted to present it solemnly in person, M. went
over, but just outside the stage door he discovered he had
not shaved. He knew the French custom mjuircd any
presentation of the Legion of I Itmor to be accompanied
with the so-culled ^vr;/*j*/c\ which consists in flu* kissing
of the recipient on both cheeks by the man who is making
the presentation. So M. hurried into the barbershop under
the arcade of the ancient theater, to get a shave and thus
to present a smooth face to the official kiss uf the Freneh

1*8 at the theater, M. sat in the rear, the
